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"Well, it looks like we have two choices," Pete Townshend told his companion as he flipped through the channel 


guide. "Titanic, or Hunger Games." 


Roger Waters, his longtime friend and frequent lover, groaned. "Urgh. Tell me again why we chose here for our 


little getaway?" 

Pete laughed. "We chose this resort specifically because it doesn't have internet, not to mention the almost 
complete privacy. The whole point was to take a break from social media as well as from work and all. But 
without streaming services, we are kind of limited as to what's available to watch." 

"Oh... Titanic, | guess," Roger grumbled a bit. "Better than watching a bunch of teens killing each other." 

"True enough," Pete agreed. He put Titanic on and settled on the bed next to Roger. 

They barely got ten minutes into the movie before they lost interest in the screen in favour of kissing and 
cuddling, shedding clothes and giving each other massages in the flickering light from the television. Every so 
often, they'd catch a snatch of dialogue from the film; Roger chuckled when they heard the voice of Rose in 


her stateroom on the Titanic, telling Jack, "I want you to draw me like one of your French girls." 


Roger grinned at his companion. "You've taken some art lessons, haven't you? Have you ever drawn people?" 


"Well, yeah, the Life Studies classes were all about drawing the human body," Pete replied. "Why? Do you want 


to model for me?" 

"Well, its something I've never done before," Roger said. "Not that I'm exactly model material, not at my age 
"| beg to differ," Pete told him. "I happen to think you're still gorgeous” 

Roger actually blushed. "Seriously?" 

Pete nodded. "Yes, seriously," he said. "So, you're not the twenty-something year old man that you were when 
we met in the sixties and started sleeping together in the seventies. Neither am |. But it's been over fifty 
years and | still think I'm lucky that someone as hot as you gives me the time of day. 

"flattery will get you nowhere," Roger chuckled 

"Its not flattery when its true," Pete countered. "Anyway, do | need to flatter you to get you into bed?" 
"Well, no," Roger admitted. "You're still awfully hot yourself” 

Pete leaned over and kissed Roger softly. "Thanks, Rog," he said. "So, model for me sometime?" 


"And will you draw me like one of your French girls?" Roger joked. 


"No, because I've never drawn any French girls," Pete laughed. "But I'd love to draw you just as you are now, 
all dishevelled and smiling.” 


"Right now?" Roger looked surprised. "I figured | looked a mess." 

"Not a mess so much as imperfect and human, and that's the appeal," Pete said. "It's the softer side that you 
don't show to most people and | feel privileged to see it. Plus | love knowing that I'm the one who put that 
particularly happy expression on your face." 

Roger blushed again. "Have you got a sketchbook or something, then?" 

"| do, and watercolour pencils as well," Pete said, stealing another kiss before getting up to rummage in his 
suitcase for his watercolour pad and the pencil set. He paused to rearrange a couple of the room's lamps, to 


give himself enough light to draw by. 


"Out of curiosity, why watercolour pencils?" Roger asked. "Is there some particular advantage to using them 
over something else?" 


Pete smiled. "Well, they're versatile. | can simply draw as | would with any coloured pencils, or | can draw and 
then go over them with water to intensify and spread and even blend the colours, much as if | was using 
watercolour paints. So by carrying them, I'm essentially carrying regular coloured pencils plus a set of paints 


all in one - and no chance of anything spilling in my bags." 
Roger chuckled. "Good thinking, that. How do you want me to pose?" 


"Any way you're comfortable,” Pete said with a laugh. "Is there any particular piece of art you'd like to 


imitate? 


"'ve always admired Titian's work, as well as the French modernists like Manet and Renoir," Roger said. "I'm 
sure this will sound silly, but maybe something like Titian's Venus of Urbino or Manet's Olympia?" He trusted 
that his lover would know both famous paintings. 


"Why would that sound silly?" Pete asked. "Just because those paintings are of women and you're a man? If 
you want to be drawn in a similar pose, let's go for it." He grinned. "Besides which, it is a pose that you'll be 
comfortable holding." 


"True enough," Roger agreed. He shuffled the pillows and bedding about to provide himself support in the 


reclining position, then wiggled a bit until he was comfortable. "Erm.. do | cover my bits or not?" 
"lIl leave that up to you," Pete said "Whatever you're comfortable with." 
Roger placed his hand near but not over his penis. "Is this good?" 


Pete smiled. "Perfect," he said. He settled himself in the room's easy chair and started sketching, then adding 
colour and detail to the drawing. For quite a while, the scratching of the pencils on paper filled the air. 
Eventually, Pete looked up again. "All done, and I'm tempted to keep this for myself, you look amazing." He 
turned the pad to show his lover. 


"Damn, Pete," Roger said in an awed tone. "That's.. wow." He gazed at the picture; in it, he leaned back against a 
pile of pillows, a seductive expression on his face and his hand looking caught in the act of reaching for his 


semi-hard cock. "| can't believe you made me look so sexy." 


"| didn't make you look so sexy, you are that sexy," Pete told him, smiling. "I'm glad you wanted to model for 
me. Even if I've been wanting to toss the sketch and reply to that come-hither look in your eyes all this time." 


"Well, you're done drawing now, right?" Roger asked, his tone warm and enticing. 
"Yeah, I'm done drawing now," Pete replied, "And now it's time to answer that come-hither look in your eyes." 


He set the picture aside and pulled Roger into his arms. "Fifty-plus years, and you're still the sexiest man I've 


ever seen" 


"Are you sure you don't need glasses, then?" Roger asked, blushing. 


"Whether | do or not has no bearing on your attractiveness," Pete declared, then captured Roger's lips with his 


own. 


Words were forgotten in favour of a deeper communication through touch, pleasuring one another with the 
ease of long familiarity and passion. Roger slid his hand down Pete's side and over his hip, then up his thigh as 


his lover purred. 


In return, Pete sucked and nibbled on Roger's neck, bringing one hand up to toy with pebbled nipples, eliciting a 
sharply indrawn breath and a soft moan Pete smiled; Roger had the most sensitive nipples of anyone he'd ever 


been with, and he loved seeing his lover's reaction to having them played with. 


Roger moaned, pulling Pete on top of himself and wrapping his legs around the smaller man. He turned to nuzzle 
his lover's ear, then moaned again when Pete slid down to lick and suck at his sensitive nipples. His hips rocked 


up, grinding his erection against his lover's stomach. 


Pete lightly bit at Roger's nipple as he reached for the lube on the nightstand, grinning at his lover's needy 
whine. He coated his fingers and breached Roger's entrance, thrusting and twisting to hit the taller man's 


sweet spot with each movement and feeling his own cock twitching with each moan escaping his lover's mouth. 
Roger writhed under his lover, arching up into Pete's thrusting fingers. "More.." he gasped out. 


Pete grinned wolfishly and withdrew his fingers, then flipped Roger over before sinking his cock into his lover's 
tight passage with a moan. He reached around with both hands, wrapping his slick hand around Roger's cock and 
stroking while firmly pinching his nipple with his other hand. He leaned forward and sucked on his lover's neck 
as he started thrusting. 


Roger cried out, his hips bucking and his cock throbbing in Pete's grasp. He reached back, caressing Pete's 
thighs and balls, earning a hungry growl as he thrust back eagerly. 


Pete thrust harder, adjusting his angle until Roger's reactions told him he'd found the sweet spot once more. 
He increased the pace of his thrusts, stroking his lover's cock faster as well. "Feels good," he gasped out. 
"Come for me.." He punctuated that request with another sharp pinch to Roger's nipple. 


Roger's breath caught, then exploded in a long, high moan. His hips bucked, his cock throbbed, and he spilled 


over his lover's hand with a cry of, "Pete!" 


"Rog... Roger!" Pete moaned as he thrust forward, climaxing deep within his lover's passage. He rolled them 


sideways, then groped for his handkerchief to mop them up as he softly kissed the back of his lover's neck. 


As they lay together afterward, holding each other close as they slowly caught their breath, Roger grinned. "| 
might have to offer to model for you more often, if this is going to be the result. 


"Anytime you want," Pete chuckled. "Anytime you want." 


